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at intervals with heaps of red-brown soil to
prevent the possible landing of hostile aeroplanes.
Pressing inwards from the circumference of the
field as further acres of recreation ground are
brought under cultivation, the park allotments
display a flourishing patriotic output of cabbages,
carrots, turnips and runner-beans.

Close to the road skirting the park lie the
covered trenches which will shelter the strolling
population caught by an air-raid.   The velvet-
smooth green where the old men play bowls is
surrounded with sand-heaps  like  the  cricket-
field, but the city grandfathers disregard them.
Not Hitler, Stalin, and Mussolini combined can
interfere with the time-honoured attractions of
their ancient game.   In the sub-tropical garden
close to the green, the lawn is still smoothly
mown and the exotic flowers make a brave dis-
play of colour.   Beneath the  drooping heavy
foliage of copper-beeches and sycamores, women
with dogs on leather leads sit anxiously studying
the  newspapers  instead   of reading   detective
stories.  Here, at last, one sees a few children.
Many are evacuees whose parents have brought
them back from the country with the excuse that
one part of England is now hardly safer than
. another.

"Anyhow," say the mothers with fatalistic
resignation, "it don't do no good goin' away
if a bomb's got your name on it."